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TWO CAN PLAY 

By Frank McConaghy 




IV IGH in the lookout tower, Johnny Price, 
Fire Ranger, switched off the two-way 
radio after giving his regular report. 

His blue eyes swept the horizon fifty miles 
away, over the countless lakes and virgin for- 
ests he guarded so well. It was a lonely job, 
but he loved this rugged country. 

Opening the trapdoor in the floor, the active 
twenty-year-old started down the ninety-foot 
ladder. 

The tower was perched on a steep rocky 
hill that rose beside a beautiful little lake. 
The Forestry plane, a Piper cub equipped with 
pontoons, landed there every couple of week3 
with supplies. In a clearing near the tower 
stood the cabin where Johnny at* and slept. 

Clang! He was halfway down when a tre- 
mendous blow shook the light iteel girders. 

Clang-eeee! Something bounced off a girder 
and screamed away — a bullet from a high- 
powered rifle! He accelerated his descent. 

Anger flooded Johnny. "Some trigger-happy 
poacher. I'fl have to remind him that deer and 
Fire Rangers are out of season. Shooting low. 
Safer to go up." 

If he could get back up to the tower cabin 
where he kept his new rifle! He had been prac- 
ticing for weeks on floating targets anchored 
out in the lake in preparation for the fall 
hunting season. 

He climbed swiftly, but two more quick 
shots brought him to a standstill one* again. 
Those were above him! Outlined as ha was 
against the sky. he was at tha mercy of soma 
mysterious rifleman concealed in the traes. 
Death sang a savage song whenever he tried 
to move up or down. Rigid, sweating, he stayed 
still, waited. He heard a crashing in the bush 
near at hand. His woodsman's ear told him it 
was made by humans. 

Two men pushed Into the clearing. The 
solid, square-built man was purring. Johnny 
noted that his mouth was scarred in a perma- 
nent sneer. "Nice work, Deadeye!" he Baid. 



"You sure played cat arid mouse with Buster 
up there. Ain't lost your eye none at all." . 

The man spoken to had the build of a half- 
back — big, but graceful as a panther. His eyes 
were those of a dangerous animal. He cradled 
a rifle in one arm. 

Deadeye! And this gorilla! Dismay knifed 
Johnny. They were the two killers who broke 
out of Kingston Prison. The one who called 
him Buster would be Rocco Fontana. Tha 
fancy rifleman would be Frazier Carman, who 
had won his nickname, "Deadeye", in pre-pen 
days, collecting a flock of trophies with' his 
shooting! 

if ""You can come down now, Buster." Rocco's 
thick fingers handled a big automatic with 
professional ease. 

A week ago, headquarters had radioed their 
description to all Rangers, who were to report 
suspicious characters. Johnny had practically 
forgotten, for he was sixty miles from the 
nearest road or railway. Yet somehow — here 
they were! 

$ He looked longingly up at the tower. Just 
'i one minute at tha radio and the plane would 
be here in half an hour with help. Those fire- 
.*» fighters were fast. 

-rv But Deadeye knew that. That's. why he had 
gotten a long-distance drop on Johnny, taking 
no chances. 

Deadeye's voice was soft. "You got a cano*^ 
down at the lake?" 
Johnny nodded. 

r "Get maps and food from him, Rocco," tht 
low voica continued. Til set fire to the bush 
across the lake. With no rain for weeks, it'll 
go fine." 

Set fire to the bush! Johnny's head swam, 
"What's the idea?" he demanded. His job was 
to prevent blazes that could bring death to 
every leaf, every fish, bird and animal in thia 
region. 

Deadeye paid no attention, started to walk 
past. Johnny sprang. Tha rifle in Deadeye's 
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hands whirled In a blinding circle and caught 
Johnny in the stomach with sickening force. 
From his knees the young Ranger saw Carman 
stride on down the trail as if nothing had hap- 
pened. Gasping, he got up. 

"Ha ha! Ain't he the cold one, though?" 
Rocco's laugh was gutteral. "Sometimes he 
even makes me shiver." 

The scar-faced man caught Johnny in a 
powerful grip before the slim but wiry Ranger 
had recovered from Carman's blow. Johnny 
was full of fight. He just had to Stop Dead- 
eye' But his best wasn't good enough against 
this gorilla. 

Rocco explained, punctuating his remarks 
with blows. "This is one fire you won't report, 
Buster. It'll keep every man in this country 
busy while we get away. The Law Boys are 
getting too close on our trail." 

Ten miiiWes later, johnny was sitting in 
th» cabin wh*le Rocco, his eyes smouldering, 
sat across the room guarding the door. His 
gun and holster was on the table beside him. 
The killer had shown the worst of his vicious 
nature when he found how low the Ranger's 
food supply was. 

With little to hope for, Johnny had kept 
his head through a brutal beating, waiting, 
racking his brain for an idea, a break. His 
eyes still shone defiantly. 

"No need to wait fcr Deadeye," muttered 
Rocco. darkly. "This guy is no use to us any 
more." and his hand moved slowly toward 
the gun. 

"If — if you're so hard up for food, why don't 
you try fishing?" asked Johnny, fighting for 
more time. "Look, you could use my rod." He 
reached for his casting rod. hanging on the 
wall. 

Rocco looked interested, but watchful. 
"Don't try nothing." After a moment, he 
growled, "How do you use them things? 
What's that, hanging on the end of the line?" 

Johnny tingled. Hanging on the end was a 
bait with two triple hooks on it. The killer 
didn't know what it was! "Maybe," thought 
Johnny, "I can show him how it works." 

Rocco was fifteen feet away. Johnny tin- 
k«c*4 with tb« rod. measuring that distance 



carefully. 

The rod arced smoothly. The reel whispered, 
and the bait shot across the room. Too iai — 
no! A quick flick at the right second, and the 
bait hit Rocco's gun holster on the table. In- 
stantly, Johnny pulled and buried the barbed 
hooks deeper.- 

Rocco leaped! The gun crashed to the floor. 
He plunged for his gun. 

The heavy hand touched the gun, but not 
before Johnny had grabbed it. Rocco charged 
like an insane bull. Bolting the door, Johnny j 
heard the angry cries of his former captor ! 

Speeding for the tower fifty yards away, , 
he climbed the ladder as if his feet were in 
boiling water. Rocco pounded fiercely on the 
door of the cabin below. 

Johnny loaded the rifle, broke a window, 
and looked down. The enraged Rocco was 
locked securely. 

He whirled to the other side o£ the tower. 
Was he in time to catch Deadeye? The lake's 
blue surface smiled up at him — empty! 

No! Far across, almost to the other side, 
was his enemy. 

This was it. He steadied his nerves with a 
great effort. Was it to be victory — or a raging 
forest fire and Deadeye Frazier Carman at 
large? "Let's hear you talk," he whispered 
to his rifle. "Looks like about four hundred 
and fifty yards." 

II IS floating targets told him the range. 
" He adjusted the sights. You had fun 
with me on the ladder, he thought grimly as 
he took aim. Let's see whether two can play 
that game. 

Once, twice, he squeezed the trigger. Great?* 
geysers leaped up just beyond Deadeye,^ 
Again, and still again, he fired. "Don't make ' 
another move," was the message of those ac- 
curately placed shots. And Deadeye, being a 
very smart man, caught on quickly and began 
paddling back toward the lookout tower. 

Then Johnny, with a sigh of relief, turned 
the switch on his radio and picked up the 
microphone to report the capture of two es- 
caped convicts. 

THE END 
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